














BURNETT’S COCOAINE---BALDNESS. 


; Boston, November 24th, 1859. 
: When I first used your Cocoaine, I had been bald seven years. In the mean time I had tried a dozen different preparations, specially 


‘ nended for baldness, (and all claiming to be infallible,) without any beneticial effect. The ladies of my household urged me to try your Cocoaine, 
-| hich I did, to please them, not having, myself, any faith in the power of man to restore my hair. I have used the contents of one bottle, and my bald 
is covered all over with young hair, about three eighths of an inch long, which appears strong and healthy, and determined to grow. Ina word, 
ine is excellent—the best preparation for the hair I have ever known, and the only one which accomplishes more than it promises. 
Messrs. JosepH Burnett & Co., Boston. Very truly your obliged and obd’t servant, D. T. MERWIN. 
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VANITY FAIR. 








BokEn’s BITTEeERS, 


0 FAVORABLY KNOWN IN THIS COUNTRY SINCE NEARLY 
thirty-three years, are now, from the continual confidence geineé in their most careful prepa- 
ration of large quantities at regular periods, if at all possible, better in quality than ever be- 

fore. They are confidently and sincerely offered to the pablic as the best of all really pure Bitters; 
as the MOST PLEASANT CORDIAL of its kind in all its varied applications; and, finally, as a truly 
VALUABLE MEDICINE AND STIMULANT in all cases of complaint connected with the stomach cr the 
nervous system, so prevalent during the summer and fall seasons r 
To prove these assertions, all that is asked is a fair trial and comparison with any other article 
sold in the market under the name of Birrers. ‘ 
For sale by grocers and druggists generally, and with a liberal discount to the trade, by the 


Agent, x 
L. FUNKE, Jr., 66 Liberty Street. 
N.B—Beware of Counterfeits and Imitations similarly put up, and see that the name and 
signature of the old firm of “ Joun G. & J. Boxer" be on the labels, and their seal on the corks. 


GUTTA-PERCHA 
CEMENT, 


For preserving new 
and repairing 


reat Musical Box 
G DEPOT. M. J. PAILLARD, 
Importer, 91 Maiden Lane, N. Y.. has for 
sale the most extensive assortment in the 

at prices varying at Two to Two 

and Fifty Dollars, each playing 1 
2, 8, 4, 6, 8, 10, 12, 16 and 24 airs. 





IMPROVED 


Gutta- Percha 
CEMENT 


ROOFINC. 


IT IS WATER PROOF AND 
COSTS ONLY ABOUT 
ONE THIRD AS 
MUCH AS 





BEAUTIFUL TOY BOXES FOR CHILDREN: 
BOXES TO SUIT ALL AGES AND TASTES, 
Call and examine them. 

Fine Gold and Silver Watches Cheap for 
Cash. 


J on SSTRRERV 
matt, DURABLE WOT ROT 


saa use. 
IRE an ATER 
| JOHNS & CROSLEY, 
SOLE MANUFACTURERS, 
78 WILLIAM ST., 
(COR. LIBERTY 8T.), 


NEW YORK. 








of every descrip- 
tion: will not 
crack in cold or run 
in warm weather. 


Roofs of all kinds, 
and sent to al 
parts of the coun- 
try with full di- 
rections for use, 
Send fora Circular 


GE Musical Bowes Repaired. sy 


STEARNS & BEALE, 


STATISNERS, 


147 Fulton, near Broadway, 


Agents Wanted. 
durable. : TERMS CASH. 
OHNS & CROSLEYW’S AMERICAN CEMENT GLUE, 
FOR CEMENTING WOOD, LEATHER, GLASS, IVORY, CHINA, MAR. 
BLE, PORCELAIN, ALABASTER, BONE, CORAL, etc.. etc., the only article of the kind ever pro- 
duced which will withstand water. Liberal Terms to Wholesale we Cents 


Price, - 2. 
Manufacturers, 


- TIN, " 
And is twice as 








JOHNS & OROSLBY, Sole 
Wholesale Warehouse, 87 William st., cor. Liberty. 


VANITY PAIR. 


(COMMENCEMENT OF THE SIXTH VOLUME. 


eg 


Where they offer a full assortment of 


MERCANTILE STATIONERY, | - 
WRITING PAPERS, 
BLANK ACCOUNT BOOKS, 
Photographic Albums, 
Gold Pens, etc. 

Blank Books made to any pattern. Litho- 
graphic and Let:er-Press Printing at short 
The First Number of the Sixth Volume of VANITY FAIR was issued 
July 5th, and with it we decided upon the discontinuance of all 
Premiums, preferring to give our Subscribers the advan- 
tage of the difference we have consequently 
made in our rates. 


‘TERMS OF SUBSCRIPTION. 


Sextuple Edition. PAYABLE INVARIABLY IN ADVANCE. 


| One Copy, per mail, one year, - - - - - 
Five Copies to Club, one year, (and one to Agent.) - - 
City Subscribers, by Carrier, one year, - - - ~ 


Every Oueshould Read This, 


VANITY FAIR. 


WE WILL SHORTLY ISSUE | 
Single Copies, - - - - - 


Number One, 


Containing Six of the Weekly Numbers of | 


Subscribers in Canada and British Provinces must remit fifty cents extra to cover postage. 


WOownmwsibp YSIS. 


Paper for one year, (books prepaid ‘only,) 
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| 
| National EXumorous Paper, 
| WHICH IS NOW PRONOUNCED BY THE MOST COMPETENT JUDGES, TO BE 


WiTHOUT 4i RIVAL. 


ARTEMUS WARD, 
MAC ABRONE, 
ETHAN SPIKE, 
And the lo: Meo > gad and PHILOSOPHERS who have made their mark in VANITY FAIR 


as GENIALA UMORISTS, will still continue with us, bavin cially engaged for 


been 
this paper, while itecolumns wil! be graced as heretefore with — b AP- 
PROAUHABLE A trie a grac re w Orighamhs eugravings by our UN 


Nothing ‘owed, stolen or copied, ever a rsin VANITY FAIR, but the entire contents of 
“aia are ORIGINAL, being prepared for it only. 


“VANITY FAIR,” bound in a SOPERB Single Volume, post-paid, 
‘T'wo Volumes and Copy of 
|Three ‘“ yi re 
ILLUMINATED COVER, | Four 
| Five 
PRINTED BY | Three 
| Four 
| Five 
SAMUEL BOOTH, | Remittances must be made in United States Notes, Gold, New-York or Eastern Currency, 
| or other Owrrency at New-York par. 
The Greatest Color-Printer in| 11 submitting thislow rate of terms to the public, the publisher trusts he will be liberally respond- 
a | ed to throughout the country, by all of those who feel an interest and pride io sustaining this 
the Country, from an Origi- 
nal Design by 
It will be known as the SEXTUPLE NUM- 
BER, and will appear regularly every SIX 
@WEEKS, makiog a most desirable book for 
the Railroad and Steamboat Trade. 
Ready on Monday, | 
August 11th. 
Bias sesscoveccconcese +++.25 cents, 
A liberal discount to the trade. Yearly 
Subscription, same as weekly, Two Dollars, 
payable invariably in advance. 


nly. 
to subscribe at the commencement of the New Volume. 
| Beabalfletters securely, and address plainly to 


Specimen number sent free to the trade— | 


to others, post-paid, upon receipt of twenty- 
five cents in stamps. 


LOUIS H. STEPHENS, 
Publisher for Proprietors, 
116 Nassau street, New-York. 


LOUIS H. STEPHENS, Publisher for Proprietors, 
No. 116 Nassau Street, New-York. 
SPECIAL NOTICE.—Postmasiers and others will oblige us by acting as Agents, <A 
Specimen Copy wiit be sent free on application. Any Agent sending Club of Five may retain 
Sli he should prefer to do so, instead of receiving Copy of Paper. We should like to have 
an agent in every Town and Village throughout the Lowntry. Send for Specimen Copy. 





J. H. JOHNSTON & 09, 


150 Bowery cor, Broome, 


NEW-YORK, 


Offer at war prices their stockof fing 


GOLD & SILVER WATCHES 


Rich Jewelry and Diamonds. Sterlj 
Ware of every Design and Pater nage 
Plated Ware of our own manufacture, (uy 


Ice-Pitchers — Ice-Pitchers— 
Pitchers » 


are of the newest and best styles, ani sd. 
ing faster ‘han ever. 

Wedding and Visiting Cards, Card 4. 
bums, Hair Jewelry, etc., ete. 

Watches and Jewelry repaired, 





Solar Matches : Con: 
TAIN NO SULPHUR; HAVE 
no unpleasant Smell when burning; arethe 
safest to use; as cheap as Sulphur Matehes: 
warranted to stand heat or damp bette 
than any other. Patented. Sold every 
where. 
SOLAR MATOH CO., 


101 and 103 Beekman Street, New-York 


BOOTS AND SHOES, 
J OFN SLATER, 


2 Cortlandt street, near Broad. 
way. 


English Walking Shoes, Ralmoral Boots, 





j; and every description of Boots and Show 


with English Bend Soles, ready made ani 
made to order. French Patent Leather ant 
Calf-skin Boots and Congress Gaiters 4 
little soiled, now selling cheap. 


. . 
Beautiful Micro 
ZA SCOPE FOR 98 CEN, 
(Specie,) magnifies 500 times ; 5 of different 
powers for #1. Matled re Address, 


Box 220, Boston, Mass 


i 


Artemus Wart 
HIS BOOK. 


JUST PUBLISHED 


All the rich things that have ever beet 
written by the renowned humorist, “ Arte 
mus Ward,” collected in one elegant volume 
with numerons comic illustrations bya 
best artists. Price, One Dollar. 

«*« Copies sent by mail, POSTAGE FREE @ 
receipt of Price, by CARLETON, Publisher 
413 Broadway, New-York. 


NOW READY. 


A BOOK FOR SUMMER. 


“NOTHING TO WEAR’ 


ILLUSTRATED BY HOPPIN. 
1 vol., cloth, 18mo; eight cuts; fifty cel 
Sent free by mail on receipt of price. 
JOHN BRADBURN, Publisher, 


Successor to A 
No. 49 Walker Street, New Yor 
' 





oldiers, to the Res 
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CUE! Young men rushing into 

pOsures and dangers of & soldier 

should prepare themselves Li 

Fevers, the Dysentery. the Sores 

which are almost certain 

LOWAY'S PILLS. used occasional hae 
ecampaigo, W 

every man. Oaly 25 cents per box 
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TIT FOR TAT. 








* Benefit of Mr. Forrest.” 


| EDWIN Forrest has contributed a check 
|for $1000, “to carry on the war against the 


RAW | tebels and restore the Union.” 

N\ | This great Act of the great Actor will 
i jeverywhere be hailed with applause. Duty 
iY jhis Prompter, the renowned tragedian has 
FAAS |Lobly played his part for the Benefit of the 

x nation. 

_— pacaita 
Pottery. 


| “THat’s Ewer business,” as the Pot said 
| when the Kettle told him he wasn’t a gentle- 
man by a Jug-full. 


—<—— 
A FUR FAST GOING OUT OF FASHION.—The 
| Fur-lough. 
= 


Ducks and Drakes. 

A LIVELY writer in one of the Sunday pa- 
pers, describing a thunder-shower in the Cen- 
tral Park, makes the following astounding 
statement : 


‘ The ladies came out like drowned peacocks.” 


This, now, to our way of thinking, is tak- 
ing a very reprehensible liberty with every- 
thing lovely and feminine.” ‘ Peacocks,” 
quoth ’a! If this sort of thing goes on, we 
shall hear some fellow apostrophizing the ob- 
ect of his affections as a “dear little draky 
drake,” by and by. 

a 
Con,: By General Sentiment. 
Q. Wuat was the chief difference between 
|the memorable geese of the Roman Capitol, 
and the ganders who lately formed the prin- 
cipal element of our dissolved Congress at 


Barkeeper, (reading from check.) — ‘‘ ‘ BuaGins, GOOD FOR FIFTY CENTS’ — WHAT’S ALL THIS ?” | Washington ? 


Buggins.—“ ONE OF MY CHECKS. JUST FORK OVER FORTY-FOUR CENTS, AND WE'LL BE SQUARE 


FOR THE DRINK I'VE HAD!” 


A. The former saved Rome, while the lat- 
ter (only) raved “Some!” 





HOLLOW STICKS. 
THERE is nothing so very new, after all, in the following : 


* “Hollow metallic canes filled with condensed gas, are now used in some of the 
European cities. The bearer has only to turn a smal! nipple, and apply his match, 
when he will instantly find himself furnished with a torch which will light him 
for several hours.” 

For years past, a similar invention has been in use by the rabid 
— of this country. Take any average copy of the Hvening Post, 

r example, and you will find in it several Sticks full of Gas, and of 
avery foul quality of gas, at that. The 7’ribune, too, has long had a 
hollow cylinder (press, ) from which gas issues in any quantity, by sim- 
ply turning on a very small whipper-snapper. We don’t know how 
the director manages to “apply his match,” though, as that is indeed 
a thing difficult to find; and as for the gas “lighting him for several 
hours,” it seems to us that he is always deeper in the dark the more 
he turns it on. 

Coincidental with the invention under notice, there is near Naples 
& “show place” called the Grotto del Cane—not that cane, but an- 
other cane, however. From fissures in this cave there issues a me- 
phitic vapor, the deadly quality of which is pleasingly illustrated by 
the guide, who holds a dog with his head in the fatal fumes for a mo- 
ment, when the devoted animal kicks and dies. How suggestive and 

of comparison is this! But shall we be outdone by a semi-bloat- 

ed and effete European nation? Not so. Let us, too, have our Grot- 
to del Cane, or asylum for Hollow Sticks charged with mephitic gas. 
There need be no expense incurred in the matter, as Fort Lafayette 
would make an excellent Grotto for the purpose, and we would lay 
on the Cane; so that justice would be satisfied, and the Cave (of the 
Tabid Press) complete. 





Theatrical. 
Wout it not be consistent with the usages regulating the habits 
of birds, to class the nightly habitués of WALLACK’s Theatre during 
the present season as FLORENCE NIGHTINGALES ? 





FRUITLESS ASPIRATIONS. 


Our Cockney commissioner, to whom we lately entrusted the im- 
portant task of investigating and reporting on the sanitary condition 
of the camp in the City Hall Park, called upon us, a few days since, 
to make a brief personal statement of his observations. The very 
first result of these was his conviction that Hairy tents are the only 
things to Harm people against Eat. In this we opposed him, illus- 
trating our position by assuming that buffalo-skin marquees, for in- 
stance, with the ’Air all inside, would be but little better than ’Otter 
skin tents. Here he said something about ’Umbug; and, as we 
stooped to pick up the H dropped by him from that ill-used word, he 
vanished into thin Air, which was very unaccountable to us, from 
the circumstance of his being totally bald. It is possible, however, 
that he only went out to Hair himself in the Park, and intends to re- 
turn in due time for an ’Earing—which he shall have. 


—— 
Charge, Chandler, Charge! 


It is stated that Senator CHANDLER, of Michigan, is raising a regi- 
ment, which he intends to command in person. This is right. We 
have no doubt that the ‘“‘ Chandlers” will go in with a Rush, when 
they are pitted against men of their own Mould. 





Flint and Steal. 
Tue Hardest thing yet said of Secretary Stanton is to be found in 
a Boston paper, which asserts that he is nephew to FLint, of Culpep- 
per Court-House, who is said to be a fast friend of FLoyp. 
—— — 
Query by a Freemason, 


STONEWALL JACKSON is a bold General, we must admit—but as we 
have many a Boulder in our own army, and are in full Mortar prac- 
tice, besides, why shouldn’t we build up a Stone Wall for ourselves ? 
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JONATHAN ON FEMALE LOAFERS. 


Hadéw praéud it makes me fee), to hear 
My dear old gran’sir’ tell 

What women did for the noble cause 
Them treiie men loved so well! 


And thank the Lord! that kind o’ grit 
Ain't quite rubbed adut, to-day ! 

There’s many a woman livin’ nabw 
That feels the same old way ! 


In Revoleiition times, all sich 
As didn’t want to act 

Kep’ busy with their own consarns, 
And all men knew the fact. 


But ’tain’t so, nabw; jes’ put up, once, 
At any big hotel ; 

Ef you c’n stan’ it long enough, 
The job "ll pay you well. 


You'll find a lot o’ women there— 
Loafers in petticoats— 

Talkin’ secession night an’ day, 
An’ no one don’t take notes. 


With nothin’ else on airth to do, 
They talk a stiddy stream ; 

An’ treason lays in every word 
That men don’t dare to dream ! 


And sech as can’t show off so graiind, 

* Hunt up some one-hoss place ; 

And while they run their rebel clack, 
Some on ’em run their face; 


An’ lots o’ women sponge aradéund 
On friends that can’t say nay, 
An’ pay for every privilege 
In just the same mean way. 


By mighty! hadw it b’iles my blood 
To think o’ folks so low— 

So blind to common decency, 
That women used to know! 


They’ve done more damage, every way— 
They’ve kep’ more men to hum 

Than all the sneakin’ editors 
From here to kingdom come ! 


We've got adur reputation up 
For humorin’ the sex ; 

The most o’ womankind, adut here, 
Git nothin’ but respec’s. 


But nadw there’s some that otto drink 
Aéut of another cup ; 

And J’m on hand to jest help take 
An’ shet them women up! 


$a 
A WORD WITH THE N. Y. “TIMES.” 


Young Man:—We are not altogether pleased with you, of late. 
And as we are direct and plain, you shall soon know why. There 
was a time when you evinced so singular a constancy to your opinions 
as to win our regard—even though we sometimes could not wholly 
approve the sentiment which originated your attachment. Thus, you 
stood up for Louis NAPOLEON a very long while, and played his apol- 
ogist so barnestly, one could not well avoid the inference that you 
were devoted to the Emperor with the fervor of a real liking, or per- 
-haps worship. And only of late, when it has been apparent you 
could not well afford to befriend him, have you unmistakably turn- 
ed the cold shoulder. So, in your hates, you have shown us a similar 
constancy—as witness your chronic and peculiar bitterness toward 
your great London namesake, in which feeling we do not remember 
the least softening, for several years. We have, in the main, warmly 
applauded this creditable sort of moral rabies, though we confess to 
have been at times amused with the comical unction of your style in 
relation to that print, and the ludicrous intensity of that hereditary 
spite which no other theme seems odious enough to elicit. 

It were well for the country, Young Man, had the same intrepidity, 
the same constancy, but characterized your later movements. For 
your influence is great; you do the thinking, and supply the opinions, 








of a great many American citizens. It was well for you to uphold 
McCLELLAN; it was well for “ H. J. R.” to send you copious details of 
his movements, and cordial frequent approval of his plans. For you 
justly averred that every confidence was due to so brave and skilful 
a general, both because he bad given proof of eminent abilities, and 
also because he was in a position where he required not only the ma- 
terial aid but moral sympathy of hiscountrymen. If we mistake not, 
you went so far with this just and generous theory, as to call 
it traitorous to evince a wish to impair the people's confidence in 


im. 

But what have you becn doing, iately? And what has MocCtet- 
LAN done to cause you so to act? You have turned short round, 
and in long and elaborate essays now labor to shake the people’ 
confidence in their favorite. lias be doue aught, since the period of 
your cordial approval, to weaken your faithin him? He has not bad 
time to do anything; and no news has lately brought us anything 
which could be distorted by his worst enemy to hisdiscredit. What, 
then, can have induced you to assume your late injurious attitude 
toward him? 

Think us not too suspicious, Young Man, if we seek in General 
HALLEOCK’S recent elevation the key to your disgraceful summersault, 
You worship the rising sun. Your consistency is an affectation, 
while your aim is a reputation for sagacity. When have you shown 
a patient and untiring devotion to an unpopular man or cause? This 
is the test of sincerity; this tries one’s greatness of soul. 

And a word or two on another point. It was but lately your 
theory—eminently just and sound, too—that naught should be done 
to discourage the people, or add to the gloom and depression which 
already were far too general. But your constancy to that truth has 
not been eminent; for your late issues have labored to increase that 
gloom and depression—by announcing that it exists, and thus frigh- 
ening many who had not before been assured of it by a respectable 
authority, and by throwing cold water on the new-enlistment project. 
How conscientious you are in thisenterprise may be seen by one who 
reads your issues carefully. On Wednesday you inform the people 
that “the roundabout method adopted by the Government in making 
the new call for three hundred thousand volunteers, does not appear 
to work happily:” a re-cast of other assertions to the same effect. 
But the very next day you tell us that “the impression is [among 
the authorities at Washington, where they possess means of ascertain- 
ing] that the President’s call for 300,000 additional volunteers is al- 
ready being responded to throughout the country with an alacrity 
sufficient to insure the entire number in a much shorter time than was 
anticipated.” And you add, “Certainly the accounts of recruiting 
movements which reach us from every direction [and therefore must 
have been reaching you on and previous to Wednesday morning] 
seem to warrant this belief.” 

And these, Young Man, are not your only late inconsistencies. 
Do you think, in view of the solemn exigencies of our beloved coun- 
try, that you can quite justify your course, to your conscience? If you 
cau, you are quite beyond warning or reproof, and we have but wast- 
ed our time, But we hope not; for many brave and true words have 
been uttered by you, and we would that those you may utter in fu- 
ture may be as effectual as former ones. In this hope, and with this 
view, have we spoken. And now, Young Man, farewell. 

Vanity Fair. 
SS eee 
N EYE TO MEXICO. 


GENEALOGISTS tell us that Evgente, Empress of the French Em- 
peror, is collaterally descended from the ancient Scottish family of 
Kirkpatrick. There is an old tradition connected with that family, 
embodying a romantic tale of the assassination of a redoubtable chief- 
tain called the Red Comyn, if we remember rightly. The little busi- 
ness was transacted in a church—to keep up appearances and save 
gas expenses, probably—-and the principal feature of the entertain- 
ment was the act of one of the KirkpaTRIcKs, who, after the Red 
Comyn had been reduced to a degree of tolerably complete demise by 
the other ruffians, returned as they were leaving the vestibule, and, 
inserting his dagger into the heart of his victim, made use of these 
remarkable words, “I mak sicker,” which, in modern English, mean, 
“T make sure.” Whether the tradition is false or true, the words 
quoted are the family motto of the KiRKPATRICKS at the present day. 
Ill-natured persons hint that the founder of the family was a pbyst 
cian, and that the “I mak sicker’ was chalked satirically upon his 
door by bad boys; but, at any rate, the Empress EvGENIE has the 
words scrolled somewhere upon her armorial bearings, & fact from 
which it is natural and reasonable to infer that Louis NaPoLEoN first 
took a hint to Eye Mexico. 


ng 
Anomalous, yet True. 
THAT any woman should have a good eye—/or a man. 
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AN OBJECT OF INTEREST. 


Burglar.— RerurNED VOLUNTEER, MisS—LOST MY HEALTH ON THE 
CaIcKAnOMINY.” ‘ 
Young Innocence.—“O YES!—HOW VERY INTERESTING !” 








A BRITISH ASPASIA. 


Vanity Fair finds itself called to the discharge of a disagreeable 
duty, which it intends, however, with its usual delicacy, to perform. 
Ina London newspaper, now before us—a pretty notorious newspa- 
per, for it is called The Times, and a very hard old Times we consider 
it—we find a long communication, setting forth that a certain woman 
—no! we will not pollute that honest Saxon word by using it here— 
a certain lady, we will say, has attracted the attention of London so- 
ciety, by being “a charming creature’—by being ‘‘ beautifully 
dressed,” and by “ driving two of the handsomest brown ponies eye 
ever beheld.” Let us venture to give a few extracts from the article 
in which this charmer of charmers is described : 


[InrropucTorY.] 


“ Ste ;—Early in the season of 1861 a young lady, whom I must call Anonyma, 
forI have never been able to learn her name, made her appearance in Hyde 
She was a charming creature, beaytifully dressed, and she drove with 

ease and spirit two of the handsomest brown ponies eye ever beheld.” 


[Tae Virtuous British YOUTH ARE ENCHANTED.] 


“A good many young gentlemen seemed to be acquainted with her; but their 

ition was generally limited to a respectful bow as she passed by, or toa 

few friendly words slily interchanged on the step of her pony-carriage when she 
drew up in some remote corner of the Park.” 


(Tse Virtuous British FemMaLe CoMPETES WITH HER. ] 


“The highest ladies in the land enlisted themselves as her disciples. Driving 
became the rage. Three, four, five, six hundred guineas were freely given for 
pairs of ponies, on the simple condition that they should be as handsome as An- 
onyma’s, that they should show as much breeding as Anonyma’s, that they should 
step as high as Anonyma’s. If she wore a pork-pie hat, they wore pork-pie hats; 
if her paletot was made by Poole, their paletots were made by Poole; if she re- 
verted to more feminine attire, they reverted to it also. Where she drove they 
followed ; and I must confess that, as yet, Anonyma fairly has distanced her fair 
Competitors, They can none of them sit, dress, drive, or look as well as she does; 


fon — any of them procure for money such ponies as Anonyma contrives to get 
ve, 


[Wuat Happens at 6 0’CLOcK P.M.] 
“ At 6 o'clock p.a., Anonyma and her ponies appear, and they are satisfied. 


She threads her way dexterously, with an unconscious air, through the throng, 
commented upon by hundreds who admire and hundreds who envy her. She 





pulls up her ponies to speak to an acquaintance, and her carriage is instantly 
surrounded by a multitude; she turns and drives back again towards Apsley 
House, and then—away into the unknown world, nobody knows whither.” 


Now, who does the reader suppose this petticoated paragon, this 
cynosure of the British eye, this adored of British youth, this envied 
of British dames, this elegant creator of enraptured mobs, this en- 
chantress of the Park, this peerless introducer of the pork-pie hat, 
this Beauteous Form of Life and Light, which now has become A 
London Sight, to be? 

Why, she is 

Yes, she is 

As true as we live, she is—— 

Why, not to put too fine a point upon it, she 
lonian variety of females. 

One of those women who in New-York—degraded, debauched, 
naughty New-York—are sometimes escorted to durance by Police- 
man 227, or some other Numbered Guardian of the Public Morals, 
and treated to an insular country residence which is very Well but 
also very Black. 

Fancy one of these enchantresses equestrianizing, with only one 
pony, in Central Park, and a mob of fine ladies and gentlemen fol- 
lowing! Why, the very swans would go under for shame, and never 
come up again! 

Fancy the élite of New-York women saying: 

“Dear me! how beautiful she is!” 

“ ARABELLA, my dear, do you know who sbe is?” 

“Mamma, I must really have a pork-pie hat!” 

“‘ Papa, do give me a pony like hers!” 

And we can imagine GUNNYBAGS distinctly answering : 

“Tl see you first |” 

The barbarous old GuUNNYBAGs! 

We do not pretend here in New-York to the height—the Mt. Blanc, 
as you may say—of human virtue; but neither have we arrived at 
the sweet London Summit of Sin. We have, perhaps, Protected Fe- 
males; but few, we think, like this Shameless and Nameless London 
Female. Neither after such do our Virtuous Female Aristocrats run 
—unless, now and then, to the Theatre, where the idolatrous worship 
can be conducted from the safe distances of the boxes. 

We condole with Exeter Hall upon the alarming condition of Brit- 
ish Society. Why will not Lord PALMERSTON—that JosEPH of Cabi- 
net Ministers—issue a Proclamation in praise of Virtue? And the 
London Tract Society issue the Nobility’s Edition of Pamela; or Vir- 
tue Rewarded? 

If something isn’t done, we expect to learn that the BisHop of 
Lonpon has called upon the Illustrious Beauty, in full canonical fig-——— 

That PALMERSTON has given her a pension—— 

Or has made her a Peeress in her own right. 

And what next? 

Heaven only knows! 


is one of the Baby- 


an 
ENOUGH TO GET ONE’S CHOLER UP. 


A Prussian officer, so the European journals inform us, has dis- 
covered a substitute for gunpowder, and of what do you suppose, 
dear reader, that itis made? Of nothing less than starch, we assure 
you. Goodness gracious! only to think of starch being converted 
into an explosive, as if grimy old gunpowder wasn’t Stiffener enough 
for any reasonable people! When the new gun-starch comes into 
general use, we suppose that washerwomen will employ it for getting 
up dresses made of gun-cotton, which, no doubt, will become very 
popular among spinsters of a “certain age,” in view of giving them 
a chance to Go Off at last. 

—— 


A VERSE TO THE SEA. 
By A THALASSOPHOBIST. 


THE “ poetry of motion” 

Has been ascribed to thee, 
Thou bullying old Ocean, 

By bards of high degree: 
But I, for one, deny it, 

My eyes can only view 
Upon thy waves unquiet 

The prose of—ugh! boohoo! 
— = 


Secession Algebra. 


THE Richmond Despatch says that “ one nigger is worth two Yan- 
kees.” 

Now, our opinion on the subject is, that although one Secessionist 
may be worth ever so many “niggers,” it is always easy to find a 
Yankee worth three of him. 
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VOLUNTEERS, OR DRAFTS. 


Siw 
esi 


Gis 
; : 


Why, indeed ? 


ONSCRIPTION is the thing, above all 
others, by which the effete condition of an- 
cient Rome, at one period of her existence, ig 
brought most vividly into the field of our 
mental retrospect. Think of what flap dau- 
dle-fed muffs the Roman youths must haye 
been, when their sires had to serve as con. 
scripts, leaving them to lounge and “ loaf and 
indulge their souls” in the balnea, or bar- 
rooms with baths attached! At least all this 
must have been so, else why read we of the 
Conscript Fathers? ‘‘ Three Conscript Fath- 
ers,” says the Latin legend, “ set out in a boat 
for Philippi;” probably it was a gun-boat, but 
of that we have no certain information. Each 
S, of these Conscript Fathers, we may assume, 
‘ had half a dozen muscular sons, who, fasci- 
nated by Falernian wine and pretty waiter- 
girls, could not be expected to serve their 
country at the expense of their little comforts 
and pleasures, Why should facinating young 
men who can always wheedle confiding tail- 
ors out of becoming peg-tops, be expected to 
rush madly into imminent, deadly breaches? 


Actuated by this philosophy, the young men of zesthetic but effete Rome “ didn’t use to see it” when the tympanum, or drum, 


and the tenuis avena, or fife, went round with joyful din and invited them to proceed to some stated point at which glory was keeping rendez- 


vous for them. : 
caped our memory, adds in a foot-note, ‘‘ Not any.” 


Titus Lrvivs openly states that they “did not see it much ;” while a post-mortuary commentator of his, whose name has es- 


While ancient Rome depended upon her volunteers, she drove a good business in the way of battles, and always had a large skedaddle to 
her credit in the Bank of Mars. There was patriotism around, in those days. The young Romans had a proper respect for their fathers, nay, 
even for their uncles; although, as a jeunesse doreé, there was but seldom any necessity for them to have recourse to the three golden balls. 


It was then that the country was truly great. 


It was then that the Eagle soared into the glare of the sun, and, scanning the far-off regions 


where the foreigner battened him upon beef and pudding, saw nothing that he couldn’t lick. But the period of Dissipation arrived, and man- 


hood gave way to patent-leather Balmorals, with other morals to match. 
who shuddered at the idea of anything involving personal fatigue and the privation of fancy drinks. 


Then soldiers could no longer be raised from among the young men, 
The youth of the middling classes took 


their cue (billiard and otherwise) from the scions of the wealthier houses, and, preferring the subterranean saloon with, its attendant courtezans 
to patriotism and glory, soon degenerated so disgustingly that it took twelve of them to drag a hose-cart across a gutter. 
Then drafting was resorted to; but the spirit of the people seemed to have died out, and three drafted men were considered to be unequal, 


in active service, to one of the old-time volunteers. 


It was about this time that the toga virilis, or tunic, began to be manufactured out of an 


inferior stuff called “shoddy,” the contact of which is supposed to have had a very debasing influence upon the Roman youth. 
Finally, as the Decline of the Empire waxed, the children of Rome waned. Conscription had to be resorted to, for the purpose of maintain- 
ing the “considerably decimated” cohorts, as our modern war-correspondents recklessly express it, and the Child became the Father of the 


Man. 
“ History,” we are told, “is Philosophy, teaching by examples. 
cities, though, of course, New-York is not one of them. 








THE PHYSIC IN STORE FOR US. 


In due course, when taxation shall have settled down into a grim 
old fact, a great many things of which people do not dream in their 
lighter hours will force themselves upon theirsenses. We know hun- 
dreds of worthy persons, for instance, the sole consolation of whose 
worldly pilgrimage lies in taking pills, Others, the principal charm 
of whose existence is represented by potions. Drugs of the nastiest 
kinds—and it is in such, only, that true happiness resides—are 
heavily taxed in many instances, under the new levy. We have not 
had the pleasure of observing how asafcetida stands upon the pages 
of the bill, which is not at hand just as we are'writing; but, if 
the duty upon it makes it prohibitory except to the millionaire, 
we know of twenty-four families in comfortable circumstances who 
will be reduced to misery. There is one prominent citizen, a pale, 
powerful man, who will certainly commit har?-kari if the tax upon 
rhubarb reduces it to an occasional luxury only, because he makes 
bushels of pills out of it, himself, and lives on them exclusively. The 
soothing-syrups and other ravishing elixirs which little children cry 
for—and after—will have to be made so nice that nobody will care 
about them ; and nothing will thenceforward go as merry as a mar- 
riage bell, according to the invariable custom of everything so long 
as nausea pervaded the potion and the pill. 

These are gloomy forebodings; but we feel that it is our duty to 
speak out. 

oa 
“The Offence is Rank.”’ 


Unper existing circumstances not totally unconnected with the 
Change Question, we would suggest the following new reading for 
Mr. R. Burns’s stirring lines : 


“ The rank is but the Postage-stamp, 
The Man’s the gold, for a’ that.” 


See eee 
An Abuse to be Corrected. 
CHANDLER's Abuse of McCLELLAN. 








In other words, the old fogies had to turn out and fight, because the young fellows couldn’t. 
Let it teach. There are traces of the effete Rome of old in some modern 











Change. 
WE understand that the well-known letters P. S. are about to su- 
persede the well-known signof $. As the latter formerly represented 


our old currency, the former latterly represents our new P—ostage 
S—tamps. 


A Gum Game. 


Do you know how Uncle Sa transformed gum-paper into money ? 
He said to the Postage-stamps, ‘ Presto, pass!” and they Pass ever 
since.—[ Musings of a Financier. | 


mo a ee ee 
“Ain’t we Glad we’re out of the Wilderness!” 


A STAMMERING friend of ours, who loves to cull flowers in the wil- 
derness of words, says that there’s nothing to be found there more 
“ch-charming than the F-FErns.” 

It’s all a matter of’ taste. For our part we would rather have Hel- 
hel-heliotrope. 

——=—_ 


Unkind, Indeed. 


“ Wuar do you think of my new suit, now ?” asked the Dandy. 
“Like this bowl of punch,” replied X., thoughtfully, stirring the 
iced and fruity sea before him. 
“How, like that ?” 
“ Got a Big Spoon in it!” said X. 
oO 
Broken Confectionery. 
In former days, we remember, stout old Tom BrEntTon gave the 
name of “ Mint Drops” to the National Currency. It is well, per- 
haps, that he never lived to see the Change that later days have 


wrought ; instead of gold, postage-stamps ; instead of Mint Drops, 
Gum Drops! 
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A CHIEF WITHOUT COMMAND, 
Yer I wovnp PLAY AT SOLDIERS 
AND HOLD A WINNING HAND. 


“T am a Masor-GENERAL, 
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THE “AID AND COMFORT” OF THE “TRIBUNE.” 


OMEBODY 

once said, that, 

“Whom the 

gods wish to 

flab bergast 

they first qual- 

ify for an Idiot 

Asylum.” Per- 

haps we do 

not translate 

the original 

words —which 

are in Latin— 

very elegant- 

ly; but we 

think that 

~ they will do 

extremely 

well, in our 

humble verna- 

cular, for the 

Senior Editor 

of the 7ribune, to whom we mean very particularly to apply them. 

There are limits to all things; and very noticeably, indeed, to the 

intellects of the singular old “ party” referred to, which seem to have 

gong quite to chowder since the dog-days began to influence the 

Roast. If this is otherwise instead of so, we should like to know 

how else to account for the following choice cube of gammon, fished 
up cut of a Z'ribune olla podrida, about a week since: 

“It is quite needless to say that the author of Order No 3 was not our choice 
for commander of the armies of the United States. No man who ever could 
have issued that Order, comprehends sufficiently the nature and vital elements 
of the great struggle which now convulses our country to be placed by us in any 
such position.’’ ; 

On reference to the obnoxious “ Order No. 3,” it will be seen that 
the whole object, aim, and drift of it is to prevent the transmission of 
intelligence to the enemy through “ outsiders” loitering about our 
camps. Nettled by this Order, which, of course, deprives the rebels 
of a certain amount of “aid and comfort” heretviore enjoyed by them, 
the Senior Editor of the Z7ribune becomes tie victim of a singular de- 
lusion; he fancies that he is Somebody, instead of Tomnoddy, and 
tells his readers that General HALLECK, the author of the proper and 
regular military regulation referred to, was no appointment of His, 
and couldn’t have been so, in fact, because that regulation was level- 
led at Black spies instead of White! Thus, it will be seen that the 
old Pepperbox with H. G. marked upon the lid of it does not contain 
All Spice ; it is so constructed, apparently, as to sift out the white 
kind into the dirt, and leave the Black for ‘‘aid and comfort” to trea- 
son. The colored contraband, according to the principie laid down 
by the Zribune, ought to have every facility afforded him for carry- 
ing on a system of espionage in our camps and fortifications. He 
ought to be carefully nurtured by the Union soldier, who should be 
rigidly instructed to make him acquainted with every proposed move- 
ment of our armies; with the weak points of this stronghold and 
that; with the fallacies of our “ base lines ;” with the complications 
of our quartermasterly manceuvres. This done, the highly organized 
contraband should be geutly dismissed from our confiding camps, 
with a blessing on the woolly head that holds so much “aid and 
comfort” for the enemy, and a note of admiration for the unctuous 
tongue that is going to impart it to him. 

If this is not exactly what the Senior Editor of the 7ribune means 
by his rabid objection to General HaLiEck’s Order No. 3, we want 
to know what he does mean by it, or whether he means anything. 


—_— 
Something Good, at Last. 


A war correspondent of the Philadelphia Press thinks that “ere 
the leaves fall Richmond will have fallen.” This is a cheerful antici- 
pation, if only to think that we have got the Rebels “ Up a Tree.” 


‘ a 
APPROPRIATE.—Gov. Top, of Ohio, goes in for a Draft. 
$A A 
The Chin-ese Question. 


A SWEET correspondent, who introduces herself as SACHARISSA, 
Complains that Kid gloves have become quite an expensive luxury 
Owing to the new tariff, while Goatees, which are anything but be- 
coming to the young men, are allowed to wag untaxed. 

We sympathize with SacHanissa, and do not see why there should 
not be a Chin Tax as well as a Poll Tax. 





HORTICULTURAL. 


Or all plums, the plummiest, perhaps, is the Orleans Plum. It 
grows in pairs—which is the more remarkable that pair, in French, 
means peer, and the Orleans Plum is not given to acknowledging any 
peer. It was introduced to this country by a French Prince, and 
flourished for some time in the latitude of Washington. Something 
or another, however—perhaps the climate, possibly the prospect of a 
red Autumn—prevented the imported Orleans plums from coming to 
maturity here, and they dropped from the tree while yet green—very. 

We were disappointed in the Orleans Plum, which has the reputa- 
tion of being good in a Jam, but disappeared so suddenly just as jam- 
time was approaching. Plums were made to be preserved, however; 
and it might have been from an instinct of self-preservation that our 
Orleans Plums skedaddled just when they did. 


——$$—< 
AHEAD OF THE LONDON PRESS. 


HERE is a nice little subject for dissection by the English journals: 

“ Auction Sate or SouTHERN Betis.—The bells captured at New-Orleans and 
sent North by Gen. Buruzr are to be sold at auction to-morrow at East-Boston. 
There are some fuur hundred in all, varying in size from little to great.” 

Numerous leading articles for the London Times, Post, and Herald, 
loom up in the above little paragraph. Nothing can be easier than 
to add an e to the world “ bell,” which at once converts the announce- . 
ment into one of another horrible Haynav outrage on the part of 
General Butter; and the teeming journals will then overflow with 
gall about American Woman as a marketable article, forgetful that 
England, herself, once had a Lady SALE in India, 


<= 
A SERENADE. 
I, 


I sinc beneath your lattice, Love, 
A song of great regard for you; 

The moon is getting rather high ; 
My voice is, too. 


II. 


The lakelet in deep shadow lies 
Where trogs make much hulabaloo; 
I think they sing a trifle hoarse, 
And, Love, me too. 


III. 


The blossoms on the pumpkin-vine 
Are weeping diamond tears of dew ; 

Tis warm, the flowers are wilting fast; 
My linen, too. 


IV. 


All motionless the cedars stand, 

With silent moonbeams slanting through ; 
The very air is drowsy, Love, 

And I am, too. 


Vi 


Oh! could I soar on loving wings, 
And at your window gently woo! 
But then your lattice you would bolt— 
So I'll bolt, too. 


VL 
And now I’ve done my serenade, 
Farewell! my best regards to you; 
I'll close with one (French) word for All, 
And that is ‘‘ tout !” 
ane <> - = 
How we Handle our Ores, 


A WRITER in the Daily Times asserts that the best quality of de- 
carbonated iron manufactured in England, is actually obtained from 
the mines in Sussex County, New-Jersey. 

This iron, doubtless, will be largely used for plating English ves- 
sels of war, thus furnishing a new example of how readily England 
rushes upon our resources, when it suits her so to do; for, anticipat- 
ing a‘probable result, we may well say that, although we do not row 
in the same boat with England, she gets her ships along with the 
help of our Ores, 
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TuHIs ELEGANT YOUNG MAN PRESENTS TO THE ReEcruitTiING CoMMITTEE A PETITION, SIGNED BY 
500 LADIES, PRAYING THAT HE MAY BE EXEMPTED FROM MILITARY DUTY, AS DRAFTS DO NOT 


AGREE WITH HIS CONSTITUTION. 





Done by a Simple Turn. 
SomeEsopy asked JENKS if he had ever read 
Poper’s work of the “ Essay on Man.” “ No, 
sir,” replied the inveterate J., who had just 
finished the perusal of General Haton’s re. 
cent exploits; “but I have this moment read 
the work of Porr’s man on the ©. §. A.” 


ee 


A FLOWER WHICH IS NOT LIABLE 70 
CHANGE.— Anemone. 


SE 


A Toast! A Toast! 


Here’s to our new Rear-Admirals, and 
may they all prove themselves Front-Admi- 
rals whenever they have a chance! 


ee 


See the Point of It ? 


A quaint old heathen philosopher—was it 
m- |not SocRaTES ?—used frequently to remark 

7 | that a sewing-machine cannot be looked upon 
as a needleless luxury. 


— — 


And So He Is. 


At the Great War-Meeting in Union 
Square, General FREMONT was, according to 
the Zribune, saluted by “several thousands” 
of men (who did not go to the War) with the 
cry of, “Go it, old Pathfinder; you are the 
General for Us!” 











Hardly “ Birds of a Feather.” 


CORRESPONDENTS of the daily press fre- 
quently make use of the expression gulled by 
a canard, seemingly unconscious of the queer 
ornithological blunder therein involved. 


i! 
We 











THE SOLDIER ON LEAVE. 


AFFECTIONATELY INSCRIBED TO THE ROBUST INVALIDS IN UNIFORM WHO 
FREQUENT BROADWAY. 


I, 


I’m a Soldier on Leave, and I think ’tis rare fun 
To fight for the Union the way I have done; 

If the life of a Soldier with pleasure you’d weave, 
Why, join our brave Army and go home on leave, 
With your fol-de-rol lol! let who wishes it, roam 
To the red field of battle, but I stay at home ! 


II. 


On Broadway I’m grand: though I’m sick, I look well, 
And the girls all admire the officer swell 

With a gorgeous new uniform, buttoned and laced, 
That never with powder and blood was disgraced. 
With my fol-de-rol lol! let who wishes it, fight : 

Give me Broadway by day and a parlor by night! 


Ill, 


The Surgeon’s my brother, he’ll do aught for me— 
He says I am troubled with Debili-ty ; 

And to tell you the truth, it’s as sure as you’re born, 
After dining out late, I’ve a headache each morn. 
With my fol-de-rol lol! let who will, lose or gain, 
But give me my partridge and lots of champagne ! 


IV. 


To be sure, I am burning with love of the North; 
And if e’er I get well, I intend to go forth 

To fight in the battles of good Uncle Sam .. . 
But just now, if you please, I will stay where I am 
With my fol-de-rol lol! let who will, convalesce ; 
T’m no such a person, I’m bound to confess! 





Vv. 


Some call me a coward; that isn’t polite ; 
For how can you think a poor sick man to fight? 
And then, Generosity’s very sublime . . . 
Aren’t you willing a Coward should have a good time ? 
With his fol-de-rol lol! let who wishes it, die, 
"Tis hardly the fate for such fellows as I! 
Piacesecees Ae 
An Attack of White Liver. 
“ Waar are you doing at home?” asked the Landlady of the Off- 
cer; “why aren’t you down in Virginia, fighting?” 
“T, Madam?” replied the robust invalid; “I’m on sick-leave. I 
have an illness to fight, now.” 
“ An illness?” asked X. “Oh! yes; that’s an indisposition. Yes, 
you have an Indisposition to Fight!” 





Patriotic Query. 


As General BurNsIDE has done the most toward securing openings 
to the coast-line of the rebellious States, would it be more than pro 
per to offer the bays of the hero to the Hero of the Bays? 

ee 
|A Safe Suggestion. 


THE association between Huprsras and chilled iron may not, at 
the first flush, be very obvious to all our readers, but it neverthe 
less exists. See here, now. Instead of the old Hudibrastic read- 
ing 

. “ Ah me! what perils the man environ 

Who dares to meddle with cold iron,” 
will it not be very appropriate, now and then, to quote the cou- 
plet thus— 
“ Ab me! what perils the ship environ 
That dares to pitch into ch iron” ?— 
the metal referred to, you see, being the kind used in the construc- 
tion of plated ships and other iron Safes. 
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A KICK FROM A HORSE. 


N the following para- 
, grapb, furnished by an 
raf! evening paper, there is a 
large amount of victuals 
for the reflective mind to 
feed upon: 


Z| 


aoe 


BG 
ZLB. 


“The horse epidemic which 
prevailed in Gen. McClellan’s 
camp and destroyed a number 
) of valuable animals, is abat- 
ing. It was caused L musty 
hay and oats furnished by ras- 
cally contractors. Others at- 
tribute it to the heat. Tne 
horses are taken very sudden- 
jy, when they fall and cannot 
rise, and linger in great pain 
some eight orten hours.” 

The very same journal 
from which we have clip- 
ped the foregoing has 
another paragraph, com- 
menting upon the sudden 
rise to wealth, position, 
and “respectability” of 
many mysterious persons 
in our midst. Palatial 
residences upon _ the 
fashionable avenues have 
gone into the hands of 
men whose loftiest aspira- 
tions, two years ago, could 
. never have gyrated to the 
height of a four - story 
brown -stone front, with 
all the modern improve- 
’ ments. The wild dance 

of the successful contract- 
or reverberates through 
\ gilded halls of dazzling 
- gas-light. For him the 
red wine mantles in the 
golden goblet. The tropics 
extend to him their brown arms, laden with fruits the most luscious, 
pot-herbs the most prepossessing. Supine turtles pant obesely for 
him upon the marble floors of the establishments whence families — 
singular as it may appear—are supplied by the quart, gallon, or in 
larger quantities, to suit those in want of the article. At the adhe- 
sive postage-stamp he points the fat finger of scorn, and laughs the 
loud Ha! ha! of one whose Herring Safe is a choice aquarium stocked 
with gold and silver fishes, which may well be called the real shiners 
of the Deep, although hankered after with equal cupidity by the 
Shallow. The world is his pearl-oyster, in fact, and he opens it 
greedily with—what? Why, with a horny, club-knuckled hand, 
gtimed by contract with many a dirty job, and greasy from the pour- 
ing out with it of much palm-oil. By that hand how much barbaric 
gold has been twined upon the black-satin breasts of the Congressional 
Jupiters at whose nod contracts arise from the depths of perpetual 
sulphur! The bales of resplendent camel-hair shawls laid unre- 
proachably by the same hand upon the shoulders of the partners of 
the black-satin bosoms of the Congressional Jupiters at whose nod 
contracts arise from the depths of perpetual sulphur! . 

And far away in McCLELLan’s camp by the James River, sorry 
horses, whose anatomy is artistically projected with sharp touches 
of bone upon the high lights, reel feebly in the sun, as their half-horse 
power memories shuffle mournfully back to the long but happy days, 
when they dragged a more tolerable existence and a Broadway stage. 
The last stage of the poor creatures is worse than the first. They 
are “‘ taken very suddenly” with the spasms, for the production of 
which musty hayis a known specific. The spurious oats out of which 
they tried hard to masticate a noontide oat meal, are stopped as contra- 
band by the rigid toll-takers of their intestinal canals. “ They fall 
and cannot rise,” though no Russ pavement rattles to their iron 
soles, and they “linger in pain some eight or ten hours,” until death 
Teleases them from the gripe of the fraudulent contractor. 

For it is to the F. C. that our cavalry man is indebted for the want 
ofa horse, Let the cavalry man toast the F. 0. and roast him. Fill 
bumper to the F. (.—May everything that goes into his mouth be 
Musty, except his ale, and may he always find a horse-shoe in that! 





_ 





Con.: by a Beery Lunatic. 
Q Why—why’s a Postage-stamp like Brignoli’s legs? 
A. Sticks ! 





ART MATTERS AT RICHMOND. 


THERE is a description given in a late number of the Richmond 
Enquirer, of certain oil paintings “illustrative of incidents of the 
present war,” and now on exhibition in that city. One of them 
represents a portion of FLoyp’s command crossing New River, and 
the critic tells us that the composition comprises “stream, slope, 
forest, rock and mountain ”—all of which we are quite willing to 
believe, especially the Slope. 


i 
Doctors Differ. 


THE Hvening Express states that the Rebel troops “have no scurvy 
among them,” while, according to our way of thinking, they are no- 
thing but a scurvey set. 


—— 


LITERARY ITEMS. 


WE understand that an enterprising publisher of this city is about 
to produce a new edition of Dovgias JERRoLD’s ‘‘Man made of 
Money.” The title of the book is to be changed, however, out jof de- 
ference to the suffering American public, and it will be announced, 
accordingly, as “‘The Man made of Postage-stamps.” 

On dit, that Mr. J, W. WALLAcK, Sen., intends to give another re- 
vival of the standard English drama at his theatte next season. This 
has induced an energetic publisher, here, to risk a new issue of But- 
wer Lytron’s “ Money,” which will be published in postage-stamps, 
like any other money. 

A neat pocket-edition of the poems of Ropert Burns has just been 
announced by a spirited publisher of Boston, The work has been 
carefully localized and written up to suit the people among whom 
and the times in which we live. For instance, the fine line— 

“ Beneath the hawthorn-tree that scents the gale,” 
has been altered to— 
“Beneath the hawthorn-tree that postage-stamps the gale’— 
because, as everybody knows, the cent has evaporated long since. 

An active bibliopole of Philadelphia will soon publish a novel edi- 
tion of PHILLIPs’s fine old poem, “The Splendid Shilling.” As-the 
shilling is a caput moriuum, however, the wily speculator has wisely 
changed the title of the poem to “‘ The Gorgeous T wenty-five-cent Ta- 
vern Check.” 


oe —_ 
“Attended toZwith Neatness and Despatch.’’ 


WE have received a note from ‘“ Mrs. Eruina Murriy,” with a 


postcript occupying two sheets of foolscap, asking us to inform her 
whether her Parrott is liable to the Poll tax. 
He be. 
see <itie 


Mortuary Mirth. 


‘Money is no more,” said VALENTINE, as he gazed regretfully upon 
a carte-de-visite portrait of a half-dime, suspended for show in a shop 
window. “Weep for the departed; raise a tall monument to his 
memory |” 

“Tt has been done,” rejoined Orson; “ they’ve been and gone and 
put a timbre-poste over his remains.” 

—Se 
A Switch trom a Cane Brake. 

A WRITER in the Richmond Whig says that “the dogs ought to be 
exterminated.” Dae 

We fully agree with that writer. The majority of Secessionist 
planters are dependent upon the Canes, and, of course, the sooner the 
latter are destroyed the better. 


— 
** Sic Itur ad Astra,” 

Ir appears that General MircHet, in spite of the mysterious charges 
made against him by the Louisville Jowrna/, is ‘shortly to be as- 
signed an important command.” 

If this is true, the famous astronomer is to be congratulated that 
our war business is not conducted upon the Star-Chamber principle. 


— 


**ThejPope he Leads,” etc., etc. 


A PROVINCIAL paper complains that General Popr “seems to be 
very fond of hotel life.” 3 

Excellent Provincial Paper, do you suppose that General Pops, or 
any other man, is sanctified by the possession of all the Cardinal vir- 
tues ?” 
































VANITY FAIR. _ 


am es 


EARLY BIRDLINGS. 


1st Little Swell.—‘“ Now, FRED, WOULDN’T YOU LIKE TO BE INTRODUCED TO THIS PRETTY GIRL ?” 


2d Ditto.—* Wuat! THE BLONDE? 
Now.” 
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Colloquy. 


\m | Small Boy No. 1, “Sam, mother says your 
me |dad’s shut his house all up, and lives down 
‘ J \cellar, so’s to pretend to be away, for fear 
; |he’ll have to go for a soldier!” 
| Small Boy No. 2. “No, he hain’t neither. 
| He’s only shut all the winders up ‘on account 
\of the draft,’ he says. So there now!” 
| Small Boy No, 1 retires to report “ correct- 
jed version” to “ Mother.” 


| 

-~ | $< ——$____ 
® | 
| 
| 


Wit at the Bar. 


) ‘‘ JuDGE,” asked the facetious Barkeeper ag 
jhe took the dime and handed the julep, 
\‘‘ what was the difference between your pay- 
*-y, \ing for that julep just now, and your giving 
o. that ‘cracksman’ ‘ three years on the Island,’ 
- | Vother day ?” 
VW | “Anan!” said the Judge, through his 
a" |straw. 


—= | 


" “Why, sir, in one case you passed just sen- 
le ASS |tence, while in the other you passed just ten 
ral = |cents.” 


y | “Ts there any extra charge?” asked the 
p— / |Judge, gravely. 
| There was no extra charge. 


a 
Query. 
> | Ir it takes nine tailors to make a Man, how 
poe sailors does it take to ‘‘ make” « Buoy? 


ee 


|Con.: By a “Foreign Resident” with a 
slight haccent. 


| Q. Way is a Contributor to V. F., when 
|his articles are refused, like an Irish Refugee? 
| A. Because he is an exile from Herein ! 


ee 


A VESSEL that would be anything but a 


No, THANK you; I AM IN THE BRUNETTE BUSINESS, JusT| “ vessel of wrath,” in these Changeless Times: 


A Silver Pitcher. 








ADVERTISEMENT. 


O YOUNG MEN BURNING TO ENLIST.—Hullo, young men! 

it is a mistake to suppose that patriotism is a virtue if indulged 
in at the sacrifice of comfort. There are influences abroad by which 
you may be led to damage your valuable health unless you take our 
advice. In the first place, then, take our advice, and also as many 
pots of our Pdtés de foie gras a la militaire as you can cram into your 
knapsacks. Our advice is that you should take even more than you 
can thus dispose of. We have some excellent Gossamer Moscheto 
Netting, with initial letters braided into the fabric in silver twist, to 
secure the owner. Is your name Samuel, for instance ?—the S in our 
Gossamers is lovely. Our Portable Bar for the manufacture of capil- 
lary drinks is more than perfect—it is an inspiration from the Wine- 
Room of Bacchus. Take one of these with you. A young man 
whose Mother presented him with ore on his departure for the Base 
Line was saved by it, the bullet which sought his Life-Blood being 
turned from its course by an opportune Brandy Smash. Our Patent 
Corn-Elevator Bootjack will be indispensable to you in the camp; 
rush of Blood to the Head carries off millions who stoop to pull 
off their boots—or to blacken them. Young Men! we may be happy 
yet; but you must not be go green as to think that you can be sol- 
diers, and serve your country, and preserve your precious looks and 
limbs, unless you take with you All those Indispensable Comforts of 
Life which can be supplied only at our establishment. 

McSwinpie & Co., 
No. 1 All Round. 


OE 


Refrigerating Wrappers. 


A New-York house advertises “Ice Blankets, all Wool,” what- 
ever that may mean; but for our part, during the present excited 
state of the thermometer, we had much rather invest our gum-patch- 
es in Wool blankets, all Ice, if such desirable articles are to be had 
for the stamps. 


+ 





“A” Difference. 

Way will not writers for the heavy dailies make use only of the 
plainest and most popular terms? Here now is a police-reporter who, 
in his description of a desperate Five-Points female brought up for 
maiming a mariner, calls her a Virago, while the printer has been 
and gone aud made a Virgo of her. 


—|— 
More So. 
“T HEAR a good deal about your Centaurville race-course,” said an 


English sporting swell, just imported—‘“of course the animals that 
run there are half horses and half men?” 


“No, sirree!” replied the gifted and gentlemanly Bar-keeper, with 


effusion ; ‘‘ there’s lots of Quarter horses there, though, but they be- 
long to Whole men!” 


= eee ee aid 
Terrible for Asthmatic Persons. 

. SHOULD things continue to go on as they are going on, invalids can 
no longer be benefited by change of air, as it can only be changed 
for postage-stamps by and by. 

: ee ei 
OUR BOOK REVIEW. 
Nothing to Wear. New-York: Joun Brapsurn; 49 Walker Street. 
A neatly brought out new edition of this popular satire. The title 


of it is very suggestive now that the London Times prophesies a 
scantiness of wardrobe for the inhabitants of this benighted country. 


The Rebellion Record: Part XX. New-York: G. P. PUTNAM. 


Illustrated with portraits of Major-General Hunrer and Henry A. 
Wisz, and full of useful material for the history we are manufacturing 
at such enormous expense. 








Joun A. Gray, Printer, Fire-Proof Buildings, 16 and 18 Jacob Street, corner Frankfort, N. Y. 
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